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Worthy Prince I> know’ t. 
y//£. Where haue you hid your felfe? 

How haue you knowne the naileries of your father i 
Edg . By nurfing them my Lord, 

Liftabriefe tale, and whentis told • 

O that my heart would burft the bloudy proclamation 
To cfcapethac followed me foneere, 

0 our hues (weetnes, thatwith the paine of death, 
Would hourly die, rather then die at once. 

Taught me to {Lift into a mad -mans rags 

To aftiimea fcmblancc that very dodges difdain’d 
And in this habit met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
The precious ftones new loft became his guide. 

Led him, beg'd for him, fau’d him from difpaire, 

Neucr (O Fathe r)reueald my felfe vnto him, 

Vntill fome halfe houre part, when I was armed. 

Not ture, though hoping ofthisgoodfucceffe, 

1 askt his blefling, and from firft to laft, 

Told him my pilgrimage, buthisflawd heart, 
Alackctoo weake,the conflict to fupport, 

Twixttwo extreames ofpaflion, ioy and griefe, 

Burft fmillingly. 

Baft. This fpcech of yours hath motied me, 

And (hall perchance do good, but fpeake you on. 

You looke as you had fomething more to fay, 

Alb. Ifthere be more, more wofull, hold it in. 

For I am almoft ready to diflolue, hearing of this, 

Edg. This would haue feemd a periode to fuch 
As lone not forow,but another to amplifie too much, 
Would make much more, and top extreamitie 
Whil’ ft I was big in clamor, came there in a man, 

Who hauing feeneme in my worft eftate, 

Shundmy abhord fociety, but then finding 
Who twas that fo induc’d with his ftrong armes 
He fattened on my necke and bellowed out, 

As hee’d burft heauen, threw me on my. father, 

Told the moftpitious tale o{Lear and him. 

That euer earc receiued, which in recounting 
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The tiislone of King Lear. 

Kisgriefegrewpuiflantand the firings ofiife. 

Began to cracke twice, then the trumpets founded. 

And there I left him traunft. 
tAlb. But who was this. 

Ed. Kent fir, the baniiht Kent, who in digilife, 

Followed his enemie king and did him feruice 
Improper for a flaue. 

Enter one with a bloudie knife, 

Gent. Helpe.helpe, f knife? 

Alb. What kind ofhelpe, what meanes chat bloudy 
Gent. Its hot it fmokes, it came euen from the heart of- 
Alb. Who man, fpeake? 

Cjcnt. Your Lady nr, your Lady, and her fitter 
By her is poyfoned, flic hath confeft it. 

Baft. I was contracted to them both, all three 
Now marie in an inftant. 

Alb. Produce their bodies, be theyaliueordead, 

This luftice of the heauens that makes vs tremble, 

Touches vs hot with pity. Here comes Kent fir. 

Alb. O tis he, the time will not allow Enter Kent 

The complement that very manners vrges. 

Kent. I am come to bid my King and maifter ay good night, 

Is he not here? 

D«k?. Great thing of vs forgot, 

Speake Edmund, whers the king, and whers Cordelia 
Seeft thou this obiett Kent. The bodies of qonorill and 

Kent. Alack why thus. Regan are brought w. 

Baft. Yet Edmund was beloued, 

The one the other poyfoned for my fake, 

And after Hue her felfe. Duke. Euenfo, couer their faces. . 

Baft. I pant for life, fome good I meane to do, 

Defpight of my owne nature.quickly fend, 

Be briefe, inttoth’ caftleformy writ, 

Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia , 

Nay fend in time. T>uke. Runne,runne,0 runne. 

Edg. To who ray Lord, who hath the office, lend 

T S#? k Wc°n thought on, take my fword the Captame, 
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